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No tiger's heart
Is so pervert,
Without desert
To wreak his irej
And you me kill
For my goodwill:
Lo, how I spill
For my desire!

There is no love
That can ye rnove^
And I can prove
None other way;
Therefore I muse
Restrain rny lust,
Banish my trust
And wealth away*

Thus in mischief
I suffer grief,
For of relief
Since I have none,
My lute and I
Continually
Shall us apply
To sigh and moan*
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TO cause accord or to agree
Two contraries in one degree,
And in one point, as seemeth me,
To all man's wit it cannot be:
It is impossible.

Of heat and cold when I complain,
And say that heat doth cause my pain,
When cold doth shake me every vein,
And both at once, I say again
It is impossible.

That man that hath his heart away,
If life liveth there, as men do say,
That he heartless should last one day
Alive, and not to turn to clay,
It is impossible.